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t>UM8 INJUN! NEVER 
WHISKERS BE POKE/ , 




mup, we want! 


DOZIN* TIL 
X GET ON 
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THE SHACK COLLAPSES, KN&CKINS DENNY 


immmfhI 


WHILE HB 


LOOKIN' 




WKONS 
FOMENT i 


MMAl/VIPHi 
























GABBY HAYES WESTERN 





























GABBY HAYES WESTERH 


V-V.Z:> QUIZ IhHlll 



3D2l •9 3AUD313Q V S.lhlS 7Wf -/ 



COMIX CARDS 
appear every 
month in 

fiABBYHAVES 

FOLLOW THE ADVENTURES OF 


IN 

MASTER COMICS 

sui wcsresssuo 

and 

IN HIS OWN MAGAZINE 


ONLY IO< AT YOUR l( 
NEWSSTAND l 

Cm M jmt l»i. pto »» 


















SASty HAYtS WtSTfiN 



ITgRlNTHB 
WINS BOOM 


(Sabby polishes his boots ano 
^hIS manners, puts away his 

SHOOTIN’ IRONS ANO COMBS THE 
CACTUS OUT OP HIS WHISKERS, BUT 
HIS EFFORTS TO BE A SOCIAL 
I SUCCESS ALL AOO UP TO *DISA$TBl 
tN 7HE DRAWING ROOMJ" 


STIFFNECK 
CORDIALLY 
INVITES HESTER U 
HEMPSTEAP AND 
ESCORT TO A TEA 
DANCE AT HER JX 


GABBY/THIS INVITATION 

FROM MRS. STIFFNECK - 
MEANS I’M BEING CON¬ 
SIDERED AS A MEMBER 
OF THE PRAIRIE HENS- 
THE MOST EXCLUSIVE < 

, Club in the west s ) 

I’VE BEEN DYIN’ 


RAILROAD PRESIDENT- 
JUST MOVED WERE J 
« SHE’S REAL HIGH 



« HERD O’ 
[.BUFFALO 

J LCpjt 

m 
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THAT'S WHAT VUH ) POM’T JJ 

THINK J J MEED AN BE A S 
eseoBT-ANB vo’saJ padblamed , 

IT/WHAT*8 MORS, < FOOU.' > 
yUK’U, HAVE TO ACT I I AIN’T X 
LIKE A PERFECT J A-GOIN’ ) 
^SENTLEMANZ/^TO^NO TEA J 


'WODANCS.^S 

MO VITrLB*/ 

NOT ANOTHER 
MORSEL SO LON« 
.AS VUH LIVE.*/ 


) AST LIKE ©N% 
IF VUH WANT US 
EAT/HELP MB 
MAKE A ©OOP 
IMPRESSION AND 
SBT IN THE PRAIRIE 


I AIN’T NO • 
©ENTLEMAN 
'N* VUH 


©IVE VUH THE 1 
T BEST FEED OF 
\T VORE LIFE ! j 


ig&ND SO,THE FOLLOWING SATURDAY, GABBY IS 
F*READV TO DO OR DIE FOR THE SAKE OF 
HESTER’S PELICIOU5 VITTLES--- 


| CULP!) 
RECKON I’LL 

’ HESTER.' 
PADBLAME 


BUT JUST MAKE ONE SLIP TO 
SPOIL MV CHANCES AND VO’RE, 
THROUGH, GABBY HAYES f< 
BANISHED FOREVER FROM J j 
MV VITTLES.' jgmx --jSf? S i 


SHUCKS .'I’LL BE 
. PLUMB ELEGANT. 
^IF’N I PUT MV 

CAN BE RIGHT 
Mf? CHARMING- 

FIB (just watch.' 


HERE COME THE 
STIFFNECKS / 
MIND VORE r" 
MANNERS iJt 




























GABBY HAYES WESTERN 
























GABBY HAYES WESTERN 






























@AiSy HAYIS WESTERN 



dadblams 1 nr/ % rmw& 

MV BEST, BUT t DON’T 
LET ANY BLOWHARD ‘gg 
BUZZARD CALL, ME/f 
nA BABOON / j Ljggg f BM 


EEekekL 


THE BEST 
SUGGESTION 
. I HEARD 

k all day.' 


FOR MONTHS 


member rsoe.o 

NOW I’M JUST . 

A SOCIAL. 
OUTCAST.'. / 
rsog.p 


SOCIAL CLUB IS 
TO YOU FOREVE 
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GEORGS HAYES, 

YUH’LL NEVER 
EAT ANOTHER ' 


It HESTER’S WORDS, MRS. 

STlFPNECK SUDDENLY TURl 


YORE FAULT, 
GEORGE HAVES f 

YUH’LL NEVER 
EAT ANOTHER 






WONDER* 


3AR.O HESTER 
OUT GABBY- BUI 
ISN’T LISTENING. 




, alreapy*CAUSED 
I ENOUGH TROUBLE. 
YUH AND YORE 
FOOLISH NOTIONS/, 




WAHOO-GOT IT/ 7 
LETTERS ANNIE L 
SENT ME WHEN I 
WUZ A YOUNGUN 
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IF THIS STORY a. 
GETS OUT I’LL BE 
A LAUGHING STOCK: 
I’LL DO ANYTHING 


BACK AGAIN 1 
you, SIR ? . 


OHj PA RUNG, 


| FOUND 
I YORE 


y ASHAMED 

ARE .'J-UST DO 
ME\ONE j LEETLE 


BEARD ANNIE / < 
C WROTE J I KNEW 

FAMILIAR i]/ 


WIFE-SOMETHIN’ 
THAT BELONGS 
> HER / ’N’T GOTTA 

;ee her alone/ y 


MMMM.'SMELLS J 
MIGHTY PURTV/ -4| 

RECKON I’M DUE 
FER A TREMENDJOUS 


NOT AROUND 
HERE / I’LL NE’ 
CHANGE MV 
MIND, GABBY 


RECKON J 
I GOT A * 
TICKETOF 
ADMISSION/ 


WOMEN JUST CAh 
RESIST ME / BUT 

.KEEP IT COMINT 


\RE HEREBY CORDIALLY 
1 TO JOIN THE PRAIRIE 

I °I CAN ?j /FF ^ ECK \^k 


HAPPIEST WOMAN 
IN THE COUNTY / . 
YUH WORKED A ^ 

^ miracle, , 

\ GABBY/ J j 


INVITED 
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If Buck Desmond's horse hadn't gone 
lame, it might never have happened. Buck 
might have ridden right through the little 
town of Shawnee and an innocent man 
might have hung for the murder of Tom 
Wilks. But Buck's horse did go lame, and 
he did ride into Shawnee! And that’s where 
this story begins. 

L EAVING his horse in the blacksmith’s 
shop. Buck Desmond slowly rolled a 
cigarette, looking down the main street of 
Shawnee. It would be an hour before his 
horse was re-shod. What could he do in 

“Grab myself some vittles, I reckon.” 
The wandering cowboy drew deeply at the 
cigarette, then flung it- to the ground. 
There was a hotel down the street Jhat 
looked as if it might serve a decent meal. 
Striding with long legs in faded blue 
jeans, Bilck started down the street toward 
the hotel. He never reached it. 

“That’s the man, sheriff! He's the one, I 
tell ya! Arrest him!” A sharp, high-pitched 
voice cut across the stillness of the street. 

From the corner of his eye, Buck caught 
a glimpse of a man coming at him, of sun¬ 
light glinting against a gun barrel. He 
whirled fast, hand clutching at his own 
holster. But it was too late! Before his 
Colt had cleared leather, he felt a. smash¬ 
ing blow against his head. Dizziness seeped 
through him, and his legs gave way. 

As 'he crumpled to the ground, the cow¬ 
boy heard a voice dimly, "You say this is 
the man, Flint? Reckon we’d better lpck 
him up till he comes to!” 

That was the way it happened. Buck 
Desmond was walking down the street of 
Shawnee at one moment. The next thing 
he knew, he was rubbing a grimy hand 
against the side of his head. It was swollen. 
He felt as if he’d been hit by a mule's hoof. 
Slowly he Shook his head from side to 
side, clearing up his vision. 

Then he sat up on his cot. 

Bars! He was, in jail. Antf there, stand¬ 
ing on the other side of the prison door, 
was the sheriff. White-haired and poker- 
faced. Buck stood up on trembly legs and 


walked slowly toward the lawman—right 


up 


o the b 


‘Listen, Sheriff!” He put a hand against 
the steel to steady himself. ‘‘What’s the 
idea? How come you slugged me . . . and 
put me in here?” 

The sheriff nodded his head. “I didn’t 
hit you, stranger. It was Flint Bailey. An’ 
yo’re in hyar on his say-so. His an’ Ray 
Carr’s, his hired man.” 

“But what for?” 

The sheriff’s lips tightened. “Ya don’t 
know? I’ll tell ya. This afternoon, Flint, 
Carr, an’ Tom Wilks, Flint’s partner, were 
ridin’ out of town. Carryin’ a stack of 
greenbacks they got for sellin’ a herd o’ 
cattle. A single rider jumped them, at the 
outskirts o’ tOwn. Took the money, an’ 
forced Wilks to ride off with him, as a 
hostage.” 

"liVhat’s.that got to do with me?” Buck 
asked. 

“When they saw you ridin’ into Shaw-' 
nee, Flint an’ Carr both recognized youl. 
Said yo’re the man. As you went for yore 
gun, Flint hit, you with his!” The sheriff 
paused for a moment* “That’s the story. 
Yo’re cornin’ up ’gainst the judge t’morrow 
for a hearin’. I’d advise ya to come clean!” 

“Come clean?” Buck Desmond’s hands 
tightened against the cold bars. “But I 
don’t know a blamed thing about it,” he? 
husked. “I’m a stranger here and I was 
just riding—” 

But the sheriff had already turned away. 


IT was a frame-up all right. What the 
■ reason for it was, Buck didn’t know. 
But he was determined to find out! And 
the only way to do that, he decided, was 
to get out of jail. Not an easy thing to do, 
you’d say. And you’d be right, except that 
Buck was an unusual cowboy. He’d been 
a Ipt of things besides nursemaid to bawl¬ 
ing mavericks. He’d been a horse-wrangler, 
a blacksmith, a printer, and once he’d even 
worked for a locksmith. He knew a lot 
about locks. 

Now, as he bent before the lock of his 
cell door, Buck grunted. “This hunk of 
twisted wire ought to . . .” The lock grated. 
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“There!” The door swung open, and he 
slipped silently into the corridor. 

Buck slipped down the dark hallway, and 
out the back door of the jail house. Luck¬ 
ily, it wasn’t barred. 

WJNDECIDED for a moment, Buck swift* 
ly turned down the unlighted street 
toward the hotel. If Flint and Carr were 
staying in town for the night, that was 
where they’d be. Luck was with him, again, 
for, as the rambling cowboy flattened him¬ 
self against the frame wall of the hotel, he 
glimpsed two men inside, standing by the 
bar. 

They were alone, and talking. He recog¬ 
nized Flint’s voice. 

Buck strained his ears to catch the 
words. He was not close enough. Noise¬ 
lessly, he slipped down the wall to the 
windotv closest to them. Now he could 
make out snatches of the conversation. 

. . . you did whut I said?” Flint asked. 

Carr’s voice was' lower, harder to make 
out. But Buck managed to understand him. 
“I left the money in the ranchhouse, like 
you told me. An’ then I took Wilks ... an’ 
rode out with him . . . Went to Mesa Wells 
. . . little water hole out thar. Little, but 
deep, I reckon. Never saw it before.” 

“What’d you do?" 

“Shoved some rocks in his clothes,” Carr 
answered. “Weighted him down. I couldn't 
see, but he musta gone to the bottom like 

.''■So that was it! Buck Desmond straight¬ 
ened, face hidden in the shadows. Flint 
and Carr had deliberately shot Tom Wilks, 
taken the money that was half his and then 
disposed of his body in a water hole. Then 
they’d picked on the first stranger coming 
into town, figuring to place the guilt on 

Buck's fingers opened and closed. Their 
testimony since they were known in the 
town, would out-weigh his. The best thing 
for him to do was to grab his horse and 
skip town. But then he would be a fugitive. 
His flight would mean his guilt! 

“There has to be another way!” he mut¬ 
tered. And then it came to him. “The 
sheriff! Maybe he’ll play along with me. 
I'll mosey over to his office.” 

Fifteen minutes later, Flint Bailey and 
Carr, standing in the bar of the Shawnee 
hotel, heard a voice behind them. i 

“There’s your men, Sheriff!” 

Flint swerved. Standing in front of him 
was the sheriff with the man who’d been 
arrested during the afternoon—Buck Des¬ 
mond. “What’s goin' on hyar?” the rancher 
demanded. “What’s he doin’ out of jail?” 


“I’ll answer that,” Buck broke in. “I got 
out—never mind how. And I took a little 
trip—backtrailing your buddy, Carr. I fol¬ 
lowed his track to a spot out on the desert 
—a spot called Mesa Wells.” 

"Yes?” Flint’s eyes were slitted. 

“I found something floating on the 
water,” Buck said. “Evidently he hadn’t 
realized that the water around there is ’ 
thick with salt. So thick that a body, even 
loaded with stones, won’t sink in it. So 
thick with salt that the body’ll float, till 
someone comes along, and finds it, the way 
I did. Finds it, shot through the back, with 
bullets that’we can prove come from your 
gun, Flint!” 

"Blast you, Carr!" Flint shouted. “I 
warned you to be careful!” 

His hand flicked, snake-like, t.oward his 

"We got tuh gun our way out of this—” 

The hand came out, finger tightening on 
the trigger. But before the killer's pistol 
could roar, another Colt filled the bar with 
the pounding of a gunshot. 

It was Buck Desmond’s long-barreled 
revolver that had boomed. Flint Bailey’s 
gun hand stung as the revolver was blasted 
from it by the shot. He sagged back against 
the bar. Buck’s gun swerved toward the 

° “Drop 3 U, Carr.” 

Unwillingly, Carr dropped his gun to 
the floor and stood there, face working, 
hands high. 

“There’s your two men, Sheriff,” Buck 
said without turning. "You’ll find the 
money they took from Wilks, hidden some¬ 
where in their ranchhouse. And the body 
. . . you’ll probably find that by dragging 
Mesa Wells.” 

“Draggin the Wells!” the sheriff ex¬ 
claimed. "I thought that you located it 
a’ready . . . that the salt water kept it from 

J^UCK DESMOND shook his head, and 
for the first time in ten hours, a smile 
crossed his li{>s. 

“No,” he said. “That was just to get them 
to show their hand. I wouldn’t know where 
Mesa Wells is and, truth to tell, I doubt 
if there’s that much salt in any water south 
of the Great Salt Lake! Good thing Flint 
didn’t know it, though!” 

THE END 


BUCK DESMOND rides to nets ex* 
citement in .every issue of GABBY 
HAYES WESTERN! 
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t ewjcy serious ' u ~ 

WHITTLING. I JUST CAWT 
STAND THOSE CCW.IC 
WHITTLERS WHO DEBASE 
SUCH A TRULY FINE ART, 


WHERE 
7A YUH GOIN’, 
PC sabsy ? 

Aff AINTCHA 
IP SOIN’ TO 
SHOW YORE 
MASTERPIECE? 


LET'S ©HOW nr 
JUDGE* JUST Pi 
LAUGHS/ 


r PONT KNOW WHETHER 
TO BE HAPPY ABOUT 
WINNING THIS HVAR 
N-_g4 SILVER SUPPLE 
W C^-, oe TO BE 
i iHf 7 ANGRYABOUT 
s> fojfll HIM CALLING 


THE BEST SELF-PORTRAIT' 
DONE BY WHITTUNG 
V THAT I EVER SAW7/ . 


TRTEAIT7 

































©A»y HAYES WISTiRH 



f REACH/ WE'KE 

>/>-' t,. ' l A-TAKIN' THE 

? • lit soli?.^ 

DAWSONS ; < 

* REVENGEA 


?%/ M%A15ED FZDMCM.OUCCO Y7 a 
>BT A TZ1BE OB FBENOLV \ ^ 
rj INOIANS. MAPX. BUCK ANO \ 

{ LAZ/AT 6ZEW TO MANHOOD ANO \ 

{ SBT Ct/r ON THE/Z OMV AS "THE X 

mvszeteees of the west/ \ 

m TUBE LATEST AOVENTUZE THEf \ 
HAO BSONC OAWSON AND HIS GALS \ 
CLAPPED IN SAIL- DAWSON SWOZE \ 
ZEVENSE/ANO SO ONE N/6HT, AT TUB 
OFFICE OP THE TOWN SOLD AEBATEZ— 


JET/ THE THESE 
MUSKeTBEK&V 
’ OONT POOL- 
S WTH NOBOOdJi 


'i<>LCN&, paeonek/yuh can \ 

TEU. POLKS THE THESE SS6T 1 
SAWOT5 IN THE WEST E06S6O 
OrtJH-THE THREE MUSKETSSESS/y 


[THE COYbTES /n 
VANO THEV HAD 
•. «^-7- POUFS , , 
LSD ■HLTHINKtN' * 
i SANDVTHEY' MZ 
——lafv lan- 

yi 4f ASICTN'/ , 
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©SEAT ©DNS>,MAKK 7 ) ONLY ONE 

SOME VARMINTS ^/TRIO IM 
—fTHISTOWN 
R WOULD BE 
WANTINS TO 
SET US IM, 

>. TROUBLE/ 
THAT'S BRONC 
DAWSON AMD 
vHIS PALS'; 


THAT'S RISHT, Y'WE’LL HAVE 
MASK/THEY 4 TO PRO/E THAT, 
MUST'VE BROKE ) LARIAT/ LET'S 
SAIL, ROBBED 1 '—•' 

THE AS5AYER 
and said -4 
THEY were i 


SOLD ASSAYER 
AND PINNED (T 


HANK--/ AIN'T ) /THEY EOT 
THAT THEM NERVE 

THREE MUSKETEERS) COMIN' gUC'f 
OP THE WEST? /TUH TOWN 
QUICK” ®T THE V SK2CN 
SHERIFF/THEY'RE 1 AFTER THAT 
HEADIN' PER THE A ROSSERY/ 
JAIL .' "61^^ 


A TO THE TAIL; 
DOWN THIS WAV 
NO SENSE IN 
RIDINS DOWN 


^WHAT'S SOINS 
i on. 


f UT MINUTES LATER, AT THE JAIL, THE 
MUSKETEERS OF THE WEST ©ET A 

SURPRISE--- M--- 

r ---IP ^/TARNATIONYOU'RE 

LOOK/ THERE'S CAWSDN--A KISHT, MARK/THEN" 
STILL IN TAIL/ HE AND THEN WHO PINNED 
HIS PALS HAVEN'T SRCKENX THAT ROBBERY ON , 
■ntf OUT AT ALL/US ? WE'O SETTER 
HQW DO SOME PAST 

out/ , 


'no sense whackin' 


WHO ROBBED THE 
ASSAYED AND PINNED 
IT ON US / OUR ONLY 
ENEMIES HERS ABB < 
-IN THE .NEXT CEU .!) 


'60 THE 81© LAW AND ORDER 
MEN ARE IN JAIL , EH ? M4W; 
UW-HAW~/ THATS RSALt^ 
FUNNY --KM-HA W-HA WjJWM 
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UT MARK{3 CUMBEZ IS FITFUL. 
WATS IN TMB NIGHT HE WAKENS, 
eUgeP^ANPC-OOK^ INTO IMS Nl 


SOU3 OUST/ THAT—THAT'S 
_ IT IS! THE MOONLIGHT IS 
MAKING IT GLIMfAEE/ 


THERE'S NO time TO TRY 1 

AND EXPLAIN TD THE * 
t tailek marts happened. 

» DAWSON MIGHT GET TOO . 
k-FAR AWAV ST THEN. 

T EVERY SECOND COUNTS/ 


HUH??zr —-c 

sufferin' catfish]} 
mins COMING 


Jeconos after, a black stallion, a buckskin 

’ AND A gED ROAN GALLOP THROUGH THE NI 6 HT,- 


F*HEAD FOR THE PONY 
EXPRESS TRAIL. THAT 4 
. CROSSES EVERY ROAD ] 
\CUT OP TOWN/ 
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I'LL FILL YUM WITH-- 

©WOO/MY RN6BS&/ 


*1 RECKON NOTV^ 
DAWSON / I ALWAXS' 
v HIT THE MARK, j 


tTfe THEM A0IN/ 


A ND RETUKNINS TO TOWN, THE MUSKETEERS- 

FIND A" POSSE TUST ABOUT TO STA«T ; 


rX LASSOED THIS 
VARMlNt MARK./A 
’’THEY DON'T "1 
CALL MS LARIAtJ 
LR3K NOTHINE/a| 


' THE TAIL WINOCW, MARK 
EXPLAINS--L**-*-= 

——-7—Yeisht/ then, 1 

'SAW SO 7 AFTER RDSBNS 


J ON DAWSON'S A, 
3 CLOTHES AS THEY . 
'WERE MAKINS ^ 


\ HERE AND PUT ■ 
/ BACK THE BARS 
I TO MAKE IT > 
I SEEM AS IF 1 
THEY'D BEEN J 
.HERE RISHT T 
»arxALONs/^ 































GArey HAYES WESTERN 



ermteMV. 


DON’T MENTION 
a. SUCH WEAKLIN’S. / 

THE HANDLE IS 4 
GABBY HAYES, AND 
I CRAVES SOME 
MUSCLE-BUSTIN’ 
ACTION ' rr< 


WE’LL TRAIPSE 
UPSTREAM TO 
SEE WHAT’S 
SPOILIN’ IT, > 
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^EXPERT FORGER, 
BUT FOLKS ARE TOO 
BLASTED SUSPICIOUS 
OF QUEER MONEY. 


COUNTERFEIT 


VARMMSIT 


ORDER, SHERIFF* 


TWENTY YEARSJ 


/^VVHEW/ HOPE THAT^ 

( BANK EXAMINER ^ 
V FINDS EVERYTHING 
ALL RIGHT .'HE COMES 
FROM WASHINGTON.' 
HAD ORDERS FROM THE 
SECRETARY OF THE j-g 
^TREASURY/-■ 


YIPPEE! slick tracer’s^ 
.FORGED PAPERS WORK } 
>7 MIRACLES.'THIS IS 
gK WORTH THE TEN 
P\THOUSAND SIMOLEOMS . 
V. CHARGES'/ 


i CURDY creek) 

\ BANK 


WE MAKE SHERIFF BADGES, C 

IDENTIFICATION PAPERS, < S] ^THE 
CREDENTIALS OF ALL KINDS LESSl 

3ABBY GETS TO WORK, AND POR 
• FIRST OF MANY TIMES CARE- 
Y SLOPS ACID ON HIS CHAINS%«.» 

THEMSELVES OFF AS BIS M / 1' 

SHOTS/ BUT YORE JOB, IfBkt THI! 

HAIRY-PUSS, IS TO MOVE RIC 

THE ETCHINS ACID Ai 

._.AROUND/ 

f JpF^^SOLPARNED.' J 

Kjgp1 

5 PLACE IS PLUMB N \ 

7IKERLOUS.'THEY J 
'£ HERE LONG .' ) 
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GLAD YOU FOUND 
EVERYTHING IN^. 


|fter SEVERAL DAYS 

I IS BURSTING WITH 


OADBURN IT 
I WILL/ 


STRONG 


(GULP!) 


HERE GOES.') GOON.'YUH BEEN 
’COURSE, V BRASGIN’ ABOUT,. 
MAYBE I “S. YORE POWER.' / 
AIN’T QUITE \ LET’S SEE IT !j 
SO STRONG 

to be—/ ^ 


■snap 


i / / \ 


'ti 
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X HMMM — THIS 

v STRONG-MAN 
)ANGLE MIGHT 
' ©IT US OUT/ 
‘TRACER MAKES 
COUNTERFEIT 
SHERIFFS-WHY 

A COUNTERFEIT 
STRONG-MAN ? 


, MEN/WE GOT i 


WHEW'WHO’D A THUNK 
THAT OLE GOPHER WUZ 
SO STRONG/BETTER <" 
LOCK ’IM UP TIGHT ) 
AND WARN THE ^ 

—r boys/ 


MAKE SPLINTERS 
OUTTA THIS 
SHACK ’N’ *<C 

MINCED MEAT \ 

I DON’T KNOW \A 


AW/ THAT’S 
WILD TALK/ 
YOU CAN’T 
MEAN OLE 


STRENGTH J 


WHILE GABBY ^ 
RANTS/ I’LL EMPTY 
ONE OF THESE CASES* 
AN’ LEAVE THE 
OTHERS FULL/ J 


/ MA CH 

$oo im 


haw! haw! 


BET HE KIN J" 
• HIST THESE 
PACKING CASES 
EASIER THAN 


(OLPl 


RIGHT OVER 
HERE, GENTS- 


LOOKIN’ 

GOPHER? 


/ LOOK 
AWFUL 
- BIG/ 
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§ 

\ 



1 

=d 



- 


! P 

^OOM.w J^K8|8j 
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(GRUNT/) IT’S , 


GABBY/SHOW Tl 
BUCKAROOS HOV 
yUH KIN PUNCH . 
JUST TAP THIS 
*-- BEAM / M 


i r gulp .0 

PONE 


homb're lifts 


WAH000 // 

I’M A-FEELIN* 

< GREAT/ / 


LIGHT BLOW COLLAPSES THE 
BEAM FRED HAD SAWEP..^ 
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"once. 


3Ne*^3 YORE 2^ 

"responsible 

r FOR WHAT 
HAPPENS / < 


ABBV’S WILD SWING M1SSE5 
™T«6 OUTLAWS, BUT KNOCKS 
THE CHLOROFORM AGAINST THfi 
CEILING. ^ ^1, ■■ --n«™ 


COMES O* 
HAVIN’ 
TOO MUCH 
POWER/ 


1&#as71 
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mmt&m 
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